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were packed old women and babies. Peasant women pushed wheel-
barrows and hand carts packed with bundles, and there were girls on
bicycles, and elderly men and women trudging behind the carts, and
young children clutching their mothers' skirts.
I talked with many of them. They had just been machine-gunned by a
German aeroplane flying low. One girl had been killed and several
wounded. A baby had been killed by a machine-gun bullet.
"Bandits! . . . Assassins!" cried a girl raising her clenched fist to
the sky.
There were long slow columns of these fugitives along all the roads.
They were white with dust and looked exhausted. Some of them camped
out in the fields. They had fled from Dieppe and Boulogne and scores of
villages where once our soldiers of the first World War had been
billeted.
It was all happening again, the flight from the sales Boches, but this
time there was no escaping, however far they went.
Paris was exquisite in those last days before the Germans entered it,
and the last time I saw it. It was lovely at night through the Tuileries
Gardens, or looking up the far vista of the Champs Elysfes. But it was
being abandoned, this city of enchantment and of the liberty of the
mind, and of art, and genius, and corruption, and passion, and quiet
hard-working lives, and of love which goes hand in hand through its
streets and gardens. Cars were speeding away heavily laden. The
trains to the south were packed. Weygand had not attacked. France
was in mortal peril. The Germans would soon be in Paris.
There were a few English people stranded here still. One of them was
a lady I knew. Her husband had been with me in Arras as a war artist,
by name of de Grineau. She was getting scared because of the difficulty
of getting back to England. I was able to be of some little service to her
by putting her in touch with a man at the British Embassy who was
helpful. Then Geoffrey and I were ordered back.
It was Lord Malise Graham who gave us this order, which had to be
obeyed. We flew back and reached England before the Germans entered
Paris and while our men were standing on Dunkirk sands waiting for the
little ships.
England knew the worst which came with the surrender of France*
We were alone.